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J E F F  D O W N E Y
G R E Y L O C K
These mountains, somehow, they play at hide-and-seek, 
and all before ones eyes.
—  H e r m a n  Melville
1.
Still l ite w i t h  rocks  t h a t  wr i te .
Acor ns  lay ing in to  an  a l u m i n u m  shed .
I saw the  yel lows First to t u r n —  
hickory ,  ferns,  d r o u g h t - a d d l e d  b irch .
A tac i t  co nc es s io n ,
m e a s u r i n g  a d o o r  in w i n t e r  
o n ly  to  Find it swol len  in s u m m e r .
“T h e  ch a l len ge  o f d r a w i n g  an el l ipse is t h a t  it m u s t  be  d o n e  w i t h  e n o u g h  speed  
to  en gage  th e  na tu ra l  
‘r o u n d i n g n e s s ’ o f  o u r  reflexes.”
P oe t ry  to s i lence 
as b o u l d e r i n g  is to te ther.
2 .
Roads ides  l i t t e red  w i th  e m pt ie s .
A h o r n e t  u n d e r  th e  c la p b o a r d s  o f  a ho u se  
a b o u t  to  trill.
T h e  a u t h o r  w h o  t re a te d  s en te nc es  l ike c h a p te r s  
sat  at  the  n o r t h  w in d o w ,
162
while  the  a u t h o r  w h o  t rea ted  ch a p te r s  like clauses 
w ro te  l o o k in g  past  h im
at the  m o u n t a i n .
3 .
T h e  th ings  t h a t  take me back the  m o s t  h o lo g ram .  
Blue eyes
in a cha rcoal  po r t ra i t .
Passport  p h o t o s  w h e n
travelers were asked to s im p ly  descr ibe  themselves .
I m ag ine  the  prod igal  son,
at o d d s  wi th  w h o m  he t h o u g h t  he was.
Faint  ca ll ing  o f  an au c t i o n  
d o w n  the  st reet .
W i l lo w w ar e  d ec o ra t ed  wi th  story.
Downey
